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SHOOTING AT FOLKESTONE. 


*¢ As neither time nor inclination will permit of Pour Papa visiting Bisley this year, the success of the Volunteer Meeting is pretty well assured; but Dad 
dues not intend giviny up shooting altogether. In order to create an impression at Folkestone the other day, he, in conjunction with Alexandry, arranged to 
do a bit of William Tell business. Of course, though, Evelina and Mamma must spoil sport. Thinking their darling, as they term Alexandry, in danger, they 
rushed boldly to the rescue, and it was only after severely mauling Papa, that they found his blunderbuss was loaded with blank cartridge.” —Toorsir. 


THE END OF THE CENTURY BOY. “DIED GAME.” 


“Some malefactors,” says a writer in an old Newgate 
Calendar, “have been found, affecting to brave the terrors 
of death, merely tc g atify the few moments of life left, in 
exultation of the unnatural reflection of having boldly 
launched themselves into eternity, that succeeding felons 
might hereafter say (to use a Newgate phrase), ‘He died 
game, 
~ Of one of these game birds, “a most hardefted sinner, who 
died cursing the spectators of his execution,” and of his two 
companions in crime—three sorry rogues—we will endeavour 
o wu the history much as it is written in this old-fashioned 

ook. 

Thomas Neale, with many other sailors, was paid off on 
the proclamation of peace, afterthe second Scotch rebellion, 
and “bringing his wages to London, soon wasted them in 
the most dissipated manner and in the worst of company,” 
and turned footpad. Being capitally convicted of stealing 
atankard from an inn, he, by the inthluence of the Duke of 
Cumberland, “obtained a pardon on condition of trans- 
porting himself for seven years. Having given bail, how- 
ever, itertained no thought of fulfilling his contract ; 
but associating with one William Bowen and other villains, 
they committed a variety of robberies in the adjacencies of 


. ” 
_ fuele John, Well, Bobby ! come to epend your holi- Bobby. Stow that kind of rot, Uncle, please. If you've Ah, ah! Sly old dog! You keep a decent looking slavey, London. F ‘ se og . 
Uy Nit Chele, eh? Isappose, now, half-a-crown ty a stray fiver to spare I shall be able tobalance my bobk —- I see. You know your way about, evidently. By-the- William Bowen, who was the son of an innkeeper in 
“y marbles aud lollypops and things ‘ll be bandy,eh? on the Hunt Cup. I won't offer you a weed because— by, make that fiver a teuncr while you're about it! Irclavd, on his father’s death neglected and ruined the 
tet 
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business, and takfne all tne money he could secure, left his mother 
und sisters in the lurch, came to London, and there quickly 
dered the cash, and went to sea as a common sailor, The wages 
had earned soon went on his return home, and he took to thieving, 
Dutat length found himself at some old lodgings of his in a des- 

erate condition, Here Neale ealled on him, bringing man named 
Vincent, “After drinking together, Neale said to Bowen, * Come 
and take aride with me.’ Bowen said be had no money, but the 
other told him that would soon be procured. On this Neale went 
out to borrow him a pair of boots while Bowen went with Vincent 
to his lodgings, where the latter gave hima hanger and a pair of 
pistols, which Bowen concealed under a great-coat, and then all 
the parties met at anale-house in Southwark, whence they went to 
an inn and hired horses, on the pretence of going to Gravesend 
instead of which they went towards Kingston, where Vineent had 
a relation who belonged to the Oxford Blues, 

“On their way they purchased a whip for Powen, and loaded 
their pistols, and, arriving at Kingston, went to a publie-house, 
when, sending for Vincent's kinsman, they all dined together and 
drank themselves into a state of perfect intoxication. Having paid 
their reckoning. they mounted their horses, and meeting a gentle. 
man named Ryley, Bowen pulled him of his horse, he falling off 
his own at the same time. Mr, Ryley ran away, but Bowen threw 
him down, and kneeling on his breast, threatened him with instant 
destruction if he did not quietly submit, and so robbed him of his 
watch and money. 

“The hishwaymen now rede towards London, and divided the 
booty (except a thirty-six shilling piece, which Bowen secreted) at 
the Greyhound Inn, near Piceadilly, and they supped and slept 
there.” “Next morning the lindlord, as they had been good custo. 
mers, treated them to rum, and they set out for Highgate. Here 
they drank again, and proceeding to Barnet “they put up their 
horses and called for rum and water.of which they swallowed such 
quantitics that Vincent and Bowen tell fast asleep. Meanwhile, 
Neale endeavoured to secrete n silver pint mug ; but being detected, 
and loaded pistols being found upen him, his companions also were 
taken into custody, and at the next assizes Mr. Ryley appeared 
against them.” 

Then Vincent (Dashing Highwayman No. 1) turned King’s 
evidence, and Bowen was taken ill, continuing so to the time of 
his execution; but Neale “behaved in a manner more hardened 
than language can express,” laughing at the mob while he played 
with the rope that was to puta period to his life. After the cap 
was drawn over his face, he pulled it up agein and cried out, 
“Damn you all together.” He then drew the cap over his eyes, 
and was launched into eternity, 

e * * * a af 
OME NOUS. 

me and billium av struck ile. 

taters iss marster av a ortomatik machcen ass won't wurk. 

we av borrer itt clandestin an sce a bigg futshure on a hedd. 

(Newt week, Much Married.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


a 

*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped enrclepe large cnoughtacontain the 
contributions submitted, Do wot inclose loose stamps. 


Very many thanks for cutting, It's a scorcher, R. S. BLAKE. 
Thanks—but, by-the-by, A SPORTSMAN, Arent you rether on the 
make? Any time will do, M1ss ALLEN. No, re think not, BTS. 
Probably you might, Exquirnn, Its impoxsible te say. On the 
First, A PAL OF ALLY's, What anass your fricnd must be! Yes, 
of course you ought to, Beni. Thank you muchly, JIM, well sce, 
What's the answer, please 2 A WYZAUD—SLOPER'S Coo futiqued to 
quess, One and four the price is, DINGY ; Ne, we couldn't do with 
less. Just the sort of thing, A, GOURMAND, SLOPER hopes yow ll 
ask him down; It's a sight to sce the Ancient Bright vermilion 
paint the town, a 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Beehvanaland 
excepted, post frees 
3 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, Gs. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.028 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
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Weekly Contents Bills and Show Cards will be sent post free to 
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PARIS: 
On sale at all Kivaques and Bookscilers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
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EIGHT CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girt 
(Railway Servants on duty eace ted ), whe shall happen to meet 
with his or her death ina Railxay accident, in any part of 
the United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current iasue of 
“ ALLY SLOPER'’6S HALF-HOLIDAY” be found upon the Deceased at 
the time of the Accident, “ ALLY SLOPER's MALF-HOLIDAY” és 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Wednesday after. 
noon at Lo'clockh, and the Insurance lasts one nvek from that time, 
expiring at Lo'clock the following Wednesday afternoon, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


es 

Snipper. 1 was reading the other day that for good mutton a 
sheep of a good age is better than one only two or three years old, 
Strange, isn't it? i : 

Snapper, No, it seems only natural, When it gets old, the sheep 
will be in its second childhood, aud so would, of course, become 
like lamb again. e* 

® 

Elderly Fricn?., V must say, Gwendoline, that T think you treat 
that young man in the most shameful manner, and he's evidently 
so fond of you, too. 

Gwendoline (lanquidly). It's the better way, I can assure you. 
Think how grateful he will be when I finally accept him. 


es 


* 
WHEN father Adam bathing went, 
Whate’er his other woes, 
He had no cause to fear a thief 
Would come and sneak his clothes. 
zs 


* 
Straightways. There is one thing which we always get when we 
dine with Mr. Noowrich, and that is most excellent wine. 
Noowrich (much pleased). AW! you are flattering me, Mr. 
Straightways. 
Straight ways. Notatall, sir, Tam simply complimenting your 
wine merchant, a 


THE other dav Crotchet and Quiver, the rivel composers, got 
hold of Semibreve, the musical cote. and blocking him into a 
corner, fixed him with the question: * W/ieh do vou consider the 
greatest: modern composer Semibreve hesitited. lie did not 
wish to oltend either of his friends, but—happy thought! the recol- 
lection of a tooth having been extracted a week before came to 
his resene, and he replied, * Nitrous oxide gas.” und was saved. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No, 482.—The “ Cromer Bathing” Costnme. 


ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. 
Narwhalbutrosses. 


Ptax. Vf the beggar insulted you, why Gon't you call a policeman ? 


Airs. Potar (haughttly). Lam not inthe habitof speaking tomen I don't know, 


FROM THE FORESTRIES. 
The Greenwood Tree Hat. 


He, Have you least of Odie, orce 
in convection with kissi 

Shee 0, Dick, foree would never 
answer with me. Persuasion mizgl.t, 
perhaps, suceced. 


B PPL 


{ Saturday, duly 22, 1892, 


THEY'RE getting so particular at Hampstead Heath, that no irl 
is allowed to swing unless her feet and skirts are tucked into empty 
barrels provided for the foro. Yet, sad to relate, a young man 
who was at the Vale of Health the other day actually fainted awar 
because he caught a glimpse of an ankle through a bung-hole that 
the ofticer of the London County Council had forgotten to see 
corked up. ye 

* 

Mr. Rk. O. Manse, Loften wonder whether my write really loves 
ine or not, Sometimes in the evening, when Iam reading my 
poems to her, I think —— oo a 

Friend, Does she let you read your poems to her? 

Mr. R. O. Manse. It is one of hier greatest pleasures. 

Fricnd, Then you may be sure she loves you. 

se 


BENEATH his darling’ casement, Jones, 
In troubadour-like fashion, 

Declared, whilst strumming his zuitar, 
That naught could damp his passion. 


The maiden raised the sash, and dropped 
The water-ewer neatly 

Upon his nut, an action which 
Accomplished it completely, 


First Ballet Girl (entering friend's bedroom). Why, Vlossv. 
what's up? Trying on a new bathing dress? You don't niean to say 
you're off to the seaside, do you? ; 

Second Ballet Girl, Seaside? Bathing dress?) What the 
dickens are you talking about? This is my tirst costume in the 
new ballet. ee 

s 


“ANY man could see through that Jones with only one ere 
and a quarter.” “Well I should think so; he’s never filled up 
with anything but ‘Unswectened’ cold, and that’s transparent 
enough for anything.” ae 

* 


Neighbour, So your men are out on strike, Mr. Sweater? 
Mri Sweater, Yes, the ungrateful scoundrels! but I'll make 
short work of it. 
Neighbour, Oh! you intend to comply with their demands—an 
eight hours’ day, I suppose. = « « 
* 


Pretty Darling (sympathising with flock of sheep), Oh.mamma. 
do look at those poor, dear sheep! What a shame! Why, ther 
are crowded together like City men coming home from business 
on the Chatham and Dover Railway. 


= 
Dear old ALLY is always euch a firm believer in the gener] 
beneficence of human nature. During “Wedding Weck” he 
actually thought that the Venetian masts in the Strand were 
covered in with red baize so that he shouldn't bruise himself too 
much when he came home from the Blue Pig and illumination, 
generally. ee 
s 


Aunt Louisa. Why didn't you kiss Rosie when you met her ju-t 
now, dear? 
Gladys. Why should I kiss her, auntie?’ We are perfectly good 
friends. ** 
* 


“CIVILIZATION has its defects after all,” as the cannibal re- 
.marked when he tried to chew the cork leg of the missionary that 
he had roasted over a fire made from a travelling pulpit. 
= 


* 
WHEN a man with a cold seeks his club-house to dine, 
And asks for the menu, of course, 
And the waiter obliges, pray can it be said 
That the carte is in front of the hoarse ? 


= 
First Fleet Strecter. HUcard the news about poor Scribbler, of 
course, I suppose ? 
Second Plect Streeter. No; what's wrong with him? 
First Fleet Streeter, Oh, he’s snuffed it, a new editor accepted 
Hil story by mistake last week and the shock proved too much for 
v 
Im. bid 
Mns. LuswInGTON’s mother had called, and when Lushington 
came in, he was so full of monkey-tricks and horse-play that 
Mrs. L. thought it necessary to make a litle apologetic explana- 
tion. “Jack's so full of spirits this evening!" she said. “ Humph: 
so | perceive,” sniffed the old lady ; “and chiefly whisky, by the 
smell of it, my dear.” ee 
s 


Cutler. Look here, sir, we can't do anything with this razor you 
left the other day, it’s quite ruined. Anybody at home been 
sawing wood with it? 

Customer. Oh, no, worse than that. I took it into the Tuflity 
Restaurant and tried it on one of their steaks, 


First Man, Wullo, old fellow how are you?) Haven't seen you 
for months. Low are you getting along now’ 
Second Man, Oh! swimmingly. thanks, 
4 ride Man. Indeed? I'm glad to hear that. What are you 
oing 
Sccond Man, Managing o swimming bath. 


“You may have to mer dearly fora kindness,” as the young man 
said to the railway guard, who had bundled himand his mother-in- 
law into an empty first on the expectation of getting a gay and 
cheery half-crown. ee 

* 


Chortle. Hullo, Plunner, old chap, back again? You're lookins 
brown after your holiday. What sort of a time did you have down 
at the seaside? . 

Planner. What sort of atime?) Why.a maritime, to be sure. 

ee (elnd yet Chortle spared hiv 
= 


On, snd was my soul as we parted, 
The teardrops welled into my eyes, 

I thought I should die broken-hearted, 
And Joud were my terrible cries. 


To calm myself, since, I've endeavoured 
With success, for to tell you the truth— 

It was not from my love I was severed, 
But a rotten and aching back tooth. 


“THERE is a new Trinity House rule that no ocean steamer 
over 50U tons are to come in nearer than four miles from shore 
throughout the length of the channel.” “Why, how's that? to pre- 
vent wrecks?” ‘No, to save the poor dear little girls who are ou! 
a-bathing at the different seaside shows from being frightened tv 
death by the peleacnibes which heretofore have been levelled «t 
them over the bulwarks.” oe 
* 


Admiring Little Thing (with great ame), And those dre: 
sears of yours, Captain Giddyflirt, did you receive them in you 
last engagement ? 

The Captain, | did, Miss Edith. 

Admiring Little Thing. Oh! how shocking, Captain ; and ws 
it done with a sabre? ee 

The Captain. Oh, no, with the finger nails; my late siancée hat 
a very terrible temper, I assure you. 


Ewery Monday. Onc Halfpenny- 


LARKS. 


Full of Funny Pictures and Side-Splitting Read:n<. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL, 
99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON. =.<- 
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Saturaay, duly 22, 1893.) 
TOOTSIE AT CROMER. 


——>— 


READING the good guide-book of three years ago one would 
think that Cromer was at the other end of the world. “ Boasting 
of no places of »muse- 
ment, there is no 
hecessity to follow the 
vagaries of fashion— 
flannels and beach 
shoes forming the ma- 
jority of the toilets.” 
So there’syourchance, 
“ dears—go down and 
make yourselves 
frights and live happy 
ever afterwards, 

It doesn’t sound al- 
together gay, but since 
then Cromer has to 
sone extent roused it- 
self. It isn’t very gay 
even now, and for the 
most part its visitors 
are more in search of 
quiet and repose than 
nigger  minstrelsy. 
Those who have been 
to merry Margit for 
the last twenty years 
1 should advise to go 
to merry Margit again 
this year. Cromer is 
hardly their: sort yet. 
It soon may be, though 
—let’s live in hope. 
* Di'sy " isdown here, 
anyhow, with a con. 

certina accom pani- 
ment, and the jerry builder is well on the job, 

Hotels are plentiful. There are the Bath, Tucker's, the West- 
cliff, the Belle View and the Hotel de Paris, it was the delightful 
calm of a Cromer sunset that so took Clement Scott's fancy when 
he wrote in Is8s5. “The low light gives the colour,” he says. 
* How true this is may be seen from the brilliant scarlet of the 
poppy in the ripened corn, and from the gay bordering of wild- 
lowers fringing the fields and the clitf, A long line of gold and 
purple is traced upon the wet sands and theadvancing sea, Lower 
and lower the sun sinks into the sea, tinging the sky with 
rose colour and gold, until at last it is met in its descent by a misty 
rey cloud, and with one short gleam the sun is gone, leaving only 
a roseate retlection over farm and field, There is little more to be 
done; the sea alone keeps up its ceaseless moaning ; people come 
up from the pier and the esplanade. and when the church clock 
has struck ten the best part of Cromer is asleep.” 

Bat this was the Cromer of the past, before the coming thither 
of Bob and Billy and the Dook Suook, who are capable of trans- 
forming and de- 
moralizing the ao 
sleepiest, suber- 
est and) most 
select. place on 
earth, 

We are down 
here, but we 
are not happy. 
Lodgings and 
fish diet still 
continue to be 
the rule of the 
day. Billy, 
sent forth erab 
hunting among 
the rocks, re- 
turns home. 
wards in tears, 
having had his 
fingers badly 
nipped by a big 
specimen, The 
landlady does 
not like boiling 
crabs, She her- 
self can't abide 
lixh—give her 
jintsand she is 
oll there, 

sob says fish 
di-t is a splen- 
did tonic forthe 
brains. Perhaps 
itniay be in some cases, but I have observed no beneficial effects in 
the cases of Bob, Billy and the Dook Snook. Perhaps it’s to come. 
At present it is off, 

lL confess I don't understand Bob. Has his pa, the earl, reduced 
his allowance, or what is it? A joke isa joke, but when our three 
drawbacks niake a pitch on the sands and go in for an acrobatic 
performance for money, it seems to me to be playing it a bit too 
law down, Performance, [ think, I said. You should have seen 
billy turning, or rather trying to turn,a somersault and coming a 
cropper, It was funny, 1 can assure you, after the flourishing an- 
houincement that preceded it—and, by the way, he pronounced the 
hist syllable as it is spelt, not knowing the word should be pro- 
Ms urged like the name of that big house in the Strand opposite 
Sueyt’s, 

I htieve Talso mentioned the word money. You should have 
scra Bob wildly endeavouring to collect a few halfpence from half 
a dozen small children who had looked onand laughed at Billy, and 
asked him if it hurt him much. 

So disgusted were we girls with this shamefully imbecile exhibi- 
on, that we thought it our duty to cut Bob, Billy and Snook dead 


Lally nipped, 


An acrobatic performance, 


Cut them dead. 


+ Ane 

ehext tans we met them, and we never spoke a word to themall 
Seve De, 

; ney be wrong, but somekow I don’t think the holiday trip will 
Urn ont well, Now if Tottie Goodenough, Lardi Lougsox and I 


oon only travel alone, we should enjoy our little selves, you 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


THE MAIDEN'S CONFESSION. 
Ir is handsome, he is wittr, 
Is the subject of my ditty: 
He has all the social polish of 2 marquess or an earl— 
With such lovely silken lashes, 
And his sweetest of moustaches, 
Would redeem the very plainest, so divinely do they curl. 


He is tall and most distinguished, 
Anda most accomplished linguist : 
He was idolised at college, where he met with great success. 
Quite a fortune he is heir to; 
If to listen you would care to, 
I could chatter on for weeks about his charming taste in dress. 


Tle’s a perfect hand at cricket. 
Bat and bow], or keep the wicket ; 
Whilst at football, golf and nola, he is fairly unsurpassed ; 
And his vacht and coach he loves, too; 
He can fence and use the gloves, too; 
And in hunting, shooting, rowing, all his rivals are outclassed. 


Tfe’s a voice thet’s most entrancing ; 
He can paint ; and, as to dancing, 
Well. I never have encountered, Lam sure, his equal yet. 
No, alas! he’s not my lover— 
He's depicted on the cover 
As the mashing, dashing hero of a penny novelette. 


2 


A HIELAND LOVE LETTER. 


“An, Jeannie,” said Jock Tampson,as, back to his braw Hieland 
lassie after a six months’ absence. they leaned upon the Brig o’ 
Doon, apostrophised in song by that blithering drunkard, Souter 
Johnnie, “an did ye get the letters T sent ye.frae Glasgie?" 

“Ay. an’ yer kisses, too, Jock,” she simpered, as she smuggled a 
little closer to his manly shoulder, “But they were no’ sne sweet 
as the anes——”" 

“Oh, ye mean th’ crosses in ma letter, Jeannie, Nae,they’re nae 
sae sweet I'll be boond as the real thing ;" and he bent down and 
bestowed a hearty smack on the upturned face. She stood it likea 
lamb, and she said: 

“Nae, no’ haaf so sweet ; it’sa sair queer taste they get in comin 
thro’ the mails.” 

“The mails?” and he seemed distrustful, 

“ Ay,” continued Jeannie, * sure Md never had love letters before 
yours, Jock, and 1 didna’ ken what the crosses meant. Then I 
asked Maggie McFarr'T'n’, an’ she tell’t me they was a receipt for 
twenty kisses that ye'd sent me by postal-order, an’ that they wid 
De lyin’ in wait for me at th’ post office.” 

“But ye didna’ believe her} 

“Weel, no’ at first. But I gaed doon to th’ post office an’ tell’t 
th’ clairk what I was expectin’ th’ best way I could. He seemed 
kind 0’ puzzled at fairst, but after awhile I made him un'‘erstand, 
and he was real ceevil. He took me ahind th’ counter and put two 
quare brass handles in ma hands, Then there was a wee bit o’ 
tingle—like pins and needles—in my hands, and then smack ! 
cam’ th’ first kiss, then another wee bit o’ tingle an’ smack ! cam’ 
th’ second kiss, an’ I declare I got a’ th’ twenty ye sent in less thar 
atweenklin’! Dut it’s sair queer hoo the telegraph takes aw:’ th’ 
effeck o' a body's whisker : 1 declare I wid’ never akent that ye 
had _a bristle!" 

“Widn't ve?” said Joc, thoughtfully; and cutting the evening's 
courting much shorter than usual, he started in search of the bright 
young whiskerless postal clerk—a recent importation from canny 
Newcastle. 

The following morning that worthy was wheeled into the oftice 
inanambulance. He had a patch on his left eve,a mass of surgical 
bandage around his auburn head and his collar-bone in a sling. 
He came to ask the chief to put him on the sick-leave-list for six 
or seven months on the ground that he had serious injuries in the 
zealous discharge of his official duties, 


————a—_—_ 


THE EPITAPH. 


Parson Brown 
Of our town 
Tad a friend—a most firm ‘un— 
Who was prone 
In high tone 
To make snores through each sermon, 


“Since at rhyme 
You are prime.” 
Said that friend, * ‘twill delight me 
If, dear Brown, 
You'll sit down, 
And my cpitaph write me.” 


Thought old Brown, 
“TL this clown 
Stop of snoring completely 
And he penned 
Vor his friend 
These six lines, smiling sweetly ; 


” 


“Go, thou didst 
From our midst, 
Like the leaves of the forest ; 
And no more, 
As of vore, 
While Im preaching thou snorest !" 


——_—_>—_—_ 


SHEER GRATITUDE. 


YEARS, years—oh, ever so many years—ago, a poor, frail little 
joke was born, and launched ruthlessly upon the cold, hard, 
pitiless world. It was a joke about a mother-in-law. 

Tt was tossed and buffeted from sanctum to sanctum—occasion- 
ally even getting into the sanctum sanctorum—and from news- 
per to newspaper, It was unwillingly caught by the collar as it 
were and held up now and again to the gaze of the long suffering 

wublic. The public beheld it,asa rule, with unpitying eye, showed 
it little or no sympathy, though once or twice they unbent a little 
and laughed at it, 

One day a bright young journalist spotted it hiding itself in the 
folds of an American newspaper. He was a verdant young man— 
even for an amateur journalist, and heaven knows that is saying 
something !—and he pounced on that poor little joke, and after 
twisting it all out of shape and otherwise maltreating it, sent it in 
to an editor. 

The editor was a cruel and vicioua man. He had been worn and 
made prematurely old by verdant young contributora, and when 
that poor little joke saw him its heart sunk within it and it gave 
up all hope of asking for mercy. It tried to hide itself amongst the 
other jokes beneath the editorial paperweight, but its turn came 
at last. The crucl-looking editor collared hold of it, gazed at it 
intently for a few seconds, heaved a long and bitter sigh as of one 
who had sifted life thoroughly and arrived at the conclusion that 
: pega! worth living and——chucked it into the waste paper 
DAswet, 

“Oh, sir!” cried the poor frail attenuated little joke, “I thank 
you, kind sir. frem the very bottom of my heart. Heaven will 
reward you for this noble deed.” 

“Thank me?” said the grulf editor, ina tone of no little surprise, 
“why, you've nothing to thank me for—L think you've served my 
turn pretty well.” 

“Yes, sir, quite so,” said the poor little joke. anxiously taking 
avail of his arzunjent to secure her safety. TT meant that Pthanked 
you for giving pgshe first rest Ive had in twenty-seven long years!” 


é 


_ Becavse she loved him dearly she delighted in teasing him, It 
82 Worms wir, 
rageously with 
men for whom 
she didn’t care 
pin, enjoving the 
fun ot seeing him 
fuming and eat. 
ing his honest 
heart out. Then 
she would relent, 


So. when he was present, she flirted out 


and) with — the 
thousand and 
one dainte arts 


that women prac- 
tice so well) and 
so naturally, win 
him back to her 
side, It was sport 
to her, but she 
could not have 
known the pain 
it was to him, else 
—for she was a 
ood-hearted 
ittle girl, and it 
was her heart 
that was mostly 
at fnult—she 
would) not have 
post fast and 
oose with the 
treasure of a true 
man's love, 

But, at hist, 
Agnes Charteris 
went too far. It 
was at a garden 
party, followed by 
anal freseo fete and soirée dansant, Never had Agnes looked 
more charming ; never had she been more prodigal of her smiles 
to others—so niggardly of them to Dick, 

“ Agnes,” he said, “they are playing our favourite waltz, and you 
haven't given me one dance.” 

“T haven't one to spare,” she said, petulantly. “I am getting 

uite tired of saying ‘No.’ I wish men wouldn't pester me for 
ances. 

ee I are a right to ask for one at least,” he said, somewhat 
angrily. 

“And I have a right to refuse,” she replied; and her partner 
appearing, she tripped off to the pavilion, chatting merrily to him, 
and leaving poor Dick desperate. 

He was a fool to be pained by a womau’s trifling. Granted ; but 
then he was in love, and who that is in love is wise. 

Next day he left the little country town where ke had lived all 
his life—left the 
girl he loved with 
all his heart, with- 
out one word of 


fs) ° 2 
Reger ee: 
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She delighted in teasing him. 


farewell, 
When she 
learned that he 


had sailed for a 
far-off land, she 
threw herself her 
full length in the 
Jong grass of the 
orchard and 
cried like a child 
that has broken 
the toy that it 
most prized, 

A week passed. 
Then came news 
of the terrible 
shipwreck. Her 
heart sank as she 
read the name of 
the vessel. It was 
the one in which 
he had sailed. 
bd hen Lr lists of 
the saved appear- 
ed, she scanned 
them with eager 
and tearful eyes, 
but — his name 
was not there. 

Then she vowed to devote her life to atonement for the sinful 
folly into which her girlish vanity had led her, and to devote her 
life to the alleviations of the sufferings of others, 

“Sister Agnes,” said asick child, whom she had tended night and 
day, “why are youalways so sad—you, whoare so good and kind 2” 

“LT havea great sorrow,” she said simply, for the child’s words 
and tone touched her heart-chords. 

“When Tsay that prayer you taught me,” said_the little patient, 
“asking our Father to make me well, I shall ask Him to take away 
your sorrow.” 

She could not answer the child, for tears were in her eyes and a 
silent sob in her throut. Bi 

Something compelled her that night to wander in the orchard 
where of old she and Dick Fillau so often walked side by side. 
Her mind was filled 

' 
| 
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Cried like a child, 


with sweet memo- 
ries of him, her heart 
with sorrow for him; 
so that, when turn- 
ing at the sound of 
a footstep, she saw 
Dick approaching 
her with out- 
stretched arms, she 
said : 

“Dick, my dar- 
ling! then thespirits 
of the dead do hover 
round us.” 

“Not dead, but 
living and loving as 
ever,” he replied, 
folding her in his 
arms. 

Later, he told her 
of his rescue by a 
passing ship, of his 
determination to re- 
main in the far-off 
land to which it 
bore him, then of 
the strange im- 
pulse which led him 
back to Enelandand ies C tn 
to her, When next ~ & - 
she saw her little pa- i 
tient, she whispered, 
as she kissed him: 

“Little one, your prayer for me was heard and answered.” 

“Tknew that when vou came inthe room, ies, trom the 
sunbeam in your eyes, rephed the ting suflerey, 


She kissod him. 


A BRACING AIR. 
Mistress, Susan, T cannot allow you to wear such a long train. 
Maid, Very well, mum, if you don’t like my train I'm off by the 

next. 


*,° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from thuse 
of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


No. 296.—Miss MaGGie Hices, 
“Snch love as mine's impossible to quell.” — The Dook Snook, 
“Enraptured am I with her peerless beaut —Lord Bob, 


“ Now—now I know the fierceness of Love's passion.” 
—The Hon. Billy. 


(1) As the dear Minister was giving forth on the subject of Backslilera 


Laud seized him through the window. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Her husband is in town, and she has just receivel a 
telesram from him to say be was cuming down for a few 
days. No wonder she louks cross, 


clothes alone! 


“TTi, leave my clothes alone!" “What, me leave yer 


‘ad a Lloomin’ drink all day !" 


[Saturday, July 22, 1893, 


“TI was married last week, dear, to 
the man I thought I loved. Tam now 
waiting eagerly for the time I can don 
widows’ weeds."—Exztract grom Letter 
of Young Lady. 


Who are yer gittin'at? Why, I ain't 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A SLOPER.—Dr. A. CONAN DOYLE. 


1 


A. SLOPER had come up to town from thie sea coast to dine with the Prince of 
Wales, Arriving at Mildew Court he inserted his latchkey in the door and entered, 
-——(1) Everything was as the Family had left it, save that a summons or two lay 
where they had been pushed under the door on the floor of the silent hall. Not wait- 
ing to gather them up A. SLOPER hurried to his bedroom to get out his evening 
things, All were there—coat, trousers, vest, dick but where were his dress boots ? 
A. SLOVeEtt searched everywhere, Gone! “ This,” said he, “is a case for Conan 
Sherlock Doyle Holmes, and uut a moment must be lost, for I should be really sorry 
to keep the Prince waiting.” “You have come,” said Dr. Doyle, “on a matter of 
urgency, and in a hansom.”-—-—(2) “ Bless my soul!" cricd the F.O.M., “how knew 
you that?” “I saw you alight from the vehicle, and knew you would not do so 
without you had previously entered it.” “Wonderful! But how knew you my 
business was urgent?" The Doctor took him by the arm, led him to the window, 
and pointed to the cabman wiping the perspiration from the heated brow of his 
steaming, panting horse, “Need you ask?” said he. A. SLOPER drew back and 
vazed at Dr. Doyle in mute amazement. “ And now, state your case.” A, SLOVER 


did. * This requires thinking out,” said Dr. Doyle; “stay bere till T return.” Oue 


MORE UNSEEMLINESS. 


(2) And as be disappeared the congregation yelped, “The guid mon, 
he's been ta’en tae heevin.” 


| 
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hour passed and A, SLOPER began to wish he had not told the cabman to wait.— 
(3) Two hours passed, and A. SLOPER began to feel sinking for the want of a little 
something. “I must see the premises,” said the Doctor, at length, calmly entering 
picking his teeth, “Absolute secrecy is necessary, Come with me to the wardrobe- 
room; we must disguise. Are you armed?” “No!” “So much the better.”—- 
(4) * When disguised it is essential,” said he, producing a large red banner, bearin 
the words, “Sherlock Holmes, Private Enquiry Agent, ‘Terms Moderate,” in gol. 
“that we court not observation.” Then, when they got into the street, *Cabman. ty 
this from the roof, and put on this false nose.” In the cab Dr. Doyle made A. SLO 
describe his dress boots. Here is the description taken from his note-book : “ 
of boots, three years, five months, convex impression of bunion on left, heels worn, 
elastic sides lost elasticity and frayed and bulgy, sole of right parted from upper, 
patches numerons.” (5) The Scene of Mildew Court, “You have a back yard * 
inquired Dr. Doyle. “I have.” “Take me there.” The Doctor walked straight to 
the dust-bin, lifted the lid, and commenced searching with his arm, A moment of 
sickenine suspense and then he rose with the missing boots in his hand, “ Marvellous | 
cricd A. SLOPEL, and the reaction being more than Le could bear, be faintel 


(3) But McNab said, “Heevin, indeed! Ye'll find this a gey rocky road, 
duckie, and the wrang direction ns weel.” 
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L00D,H 
€ALERS 


————_. 


Fair 
like tha 
Waite 
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‘OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Here, my noble patrons, here's 2 masterpiece for you! Walk up, there, walk up, one at a time, Some lady marksmen known to fame, Were seen at Bisley once again:—The Chiswiek Show the 
and no pushin, and pay your money at the window. That's it, we're full up already, you see, can't — other day Turned out a great sucecss, they ray :—This most important fieture drew Enormous 
hold) another one—there’s no frost about this business, you bet! Ring up there, please.—7he crowds—no wonder, too:—On touring bent he quits these shorvs—A fact whieh London much 
i deplores.—What price the fair winner of the Sloper Cup, depicted ino my centre—tasty, rather, 

) SLOVERIAN SHOWMAN, 


Vrutoen and Gaul combine, To plainly mark the frontier tine :—Just now it seems our fate to sce 
ach week some sad calamity :—Into this story, I’m afraid, A grave inquiry must be made:— isn't she, don't you think?) Ta, ta! for the preseut.-—THE 


CRUEL. 


ee 
LOOD, HOUND ee 
FALERS wm DOGS, 


~ 
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THE UNEXPECTED. Old Rullandbear. Tt ever T catch you gambling again, Tl | { ' 
Fair Custo: > waite ‘, i} fe hour 
like that Fae i ns lar es eee a eh oe ork She. Oh, Joe, do look at that lovely guitar; I shun/d like it so, MS punandiens, Say, guv., I'll toss you whether its two 
Water, Why, it’s off the same fish, Mina, He. Why, my dear, you'd guitar'd of it in a weck | hours or nothing. Shall we Sutter? \ 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


geo 
“QUIPS.” 

A. Storer is proud in being sble to announce the sdvent of 
QWeps a tew and novel Thvporth, which will appear shortly from 
4) Shoe Lane. 
The Old ‘Un's 
friend, Aor, 
Gilbert Dale 
zicl, is going 
to boss the 
Show, so it) is 
natural he 
should take 
more than oa 
rtssing inter. 
est in it. The 
Eminent isin 
nu «position to 
say that the 
contents of 
the New Vaper 
will astonish 
everybody. 
Reyond this, 
he feels it 
would nt pre- 
sent be ven- 
turesome to 
wo. “Keep 
the name 
Quips in your 
mind's eye, 
Horatio, and 
awall further particulars." —Sleper-cum Shakespeare, 


* 

The Eminent showed up at the Ninth Annual Examination 
Recitals of the Polytechnic School of Elocution, held July 8th, at 
St. James’s Hall. That estimable actor, Mr. Forbes-Robertson, 
put the students through their paces, and right well did they 
ucquit themselves, retlecting wonderful credit oe their clever 
and popular instructors, Mr. and Mrs, Samuel Hasluck. 


zs? 
s 
Mus. SLOPER’s well-meant offer to contribute a Cookery Article 
wer to Larks ! hus been declined with thanks, Alexandry says 


the editor of that mammoth comic acted with wisdem., Two or 

three of Mrs. 8.'s recipes, strictly followed out, would have had a 

most appalling effect on the circulation, The Llue-Eyed is well 

qualitied to speak, He has suffered much at times, has Alexandry. 
ss 


* 

A, Storer hears that Ta-ra-ra-boom-de-ay has penytrated 
into Afrien, set Sierra Leone in a furore, and will soon be in 
possession of the entire eastern 
const. Negro deputations are, 
it is asserted, on their way to 
London to invite Lottie Col- 
lins to visit the Dark Con- 
tinent, as well as to buy up 
all copies of her famous song 
extant, If Lottie Collins de- 
clines, perhaps one or two of 
our other variety artistes will 
necept the invitation. We 
could well spare them, 


= 

A LARGE amount of excite- 
ment exists in the majority 
of the seaside summer resorts : 
the question as to which places 
the Ball's Pond Banditti intend 
to besiege in the course of their 
tour agitating many of the 
thousands whom that bright 
ha'porth, Larks! has made 
familiar with the dark doings 
of the ruthless gang. In re- 
sponse to innumerable in- 
quiries, we regret to say we 
ure quite uninformed with 
respect to the movements of 
Captain Bloodwing’s band. 
Anyhow, though, no_ pre- 
cautions should be left un- 
taken. °° 


THE Mildewed Fluker has this day been pleased to confer the 
“ Award of Merit” upon J. K. RANJITSINHJ1. because he's identified 
hisneclf with English cricket. _“ Yeyther,” bleated the Blue-Orbed 
Bowler, “I'm real glad you've bestowed the Diplower upon 
Ranjitsinhji; he’saslap-up cricketerand a good feller ; and besides, 
there's no knowin’ these ‘ere Indian princes. You may wake up any 
morning now and find he’s sent you a jewelled order or somethink, 
or appointed me equerry at his Court—just a graceful little 
compliment, you know.” And when the Mildewed reflected how 
welcome a star or something would come in for spouting purposes, 
a gleam of hope illumined his care-worn face, and he went out 


thoughtfully, to see that the Award was well and properly packed. 
es ¢ 


s 

Ix A Woman's Revenge, the new Adelphi production, now 
playing to crowded houses with every sign of success, Mr. Pettitt, 
the author, has not elected to stray frou. the worn paths of melo- 
drama; although, in justice to him, it is only fair to say that he 
gives us one or two strikingly new and novel situations. Most of 
the characters are stage types with which we are only too familiar, 
but the piece is well written, capitally staged, and, with all its 
conventionality. is certainly eminently suited to the particular class 
of playgoers who delight in what are known as dramas of the 


Adelphi school. Mr. Charles Warner_is, of course, the hero, and 
another Chorley, to wit, Mr. Charles Cartwright, with Mr. Arthur 
Williams, Miss Elizabeth Robins, Miss) Fanny Prough, and 
handsome, stately Miss Gertrude Kingston, nre also included in 
the powolilesst ob Wowen's Recenge is sure of a goodly rin, 


AIL.LY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


A SCIENTIFIC contemporary expresses itself delighted that 
there scems to be a decided decrease in the number of persons to 
be found at the seaside in- 
dulging in that) essentially 
harmful pastime commonly 
known as paddling. This 
is, indeed, sad news, for the 
practice is not entirely con- 
fined to children, and few 
things at the seaside are 
capable of gliddening the 
eyes of the Ancient more 
than a glimpse of some 
dainty darling laving her 
tiny tootsicums in the wave- 
lets. These scientific papers 
are always cronking about 
something or other, but when 
it comes to attempting to 
discountenance such a truly 
delightful amusement — as 
paddling, it’s quite time they 
were suppressed, 

* 


. 

Proresson GATWICK's 
recent lecture upon Some 
Modern Wonders was re- 
markable for one extraor- 
dinary omission, No 
mention whatever was made 
of the fact that the most 
stupendous halfpenny comic 
in the world, in addition to 
giving you ten times your 
money's worth, — actually 
affords you a jolly good 
chance of winning a handsome silver ticker. 
fessor must have heard of Laris! 

s 


s 
Ir the Irish obtain a Parliament of their own, it is to be hoped 
that they will not take a leaf out of the book of our own House.of 
Commons, The latter place at times resembles a bear garden more 
than a decent assembly, and it seems to us that many of the members 
must have been educated in the neighbourhood of Billugsgate. 
Ld 


. 

AN individual with more time at his disposal than brains in- 
forma us that Grace during his cricketing career has scored 
upwards of 40,000 runs, making an average, for each innings, of over 
40. Perhaps the same party will tell us how many eggs his 


grandmother has sucked, and who taught her to suck them. 
2 


Surely the Pro- 


s 

THE poor farmer is long-sutfering personage. A long succes- 
sion of bad seasons, foreign competition and inditlerent prices have 
made him fanul- 
iar with misfor- 
tune, and taken a 
good deal of the 
pluck and enter- 
poe out of him; 

ut now — now 
comes the climax. 
Almost every- 
where the long 
drought has had 
absolutely ruin- 
ous effects on the 
crops. Seldom 
was such a truly 
awful harvest 
known, and it is 
a fact that in 
many parts of the 
country not eight 
out of ten farmers 
can still remain 
solvent. Of hay 
there has been 
hardly any; clo- 
ver was not worth 
cutting; and 
many of the poor- 
eat fields of barley 
have been used 
merely to feed the 
sheep. Wheat and 
oats will not give a third of the average yield, so thin is it, and u 
goes straw in consequence. The British agriculturist has, indeed, 
ALLY's warmest sympathies. ¢ « 

s 


SWwornisy 


THIS ALES 


Miss LOIE FuLvEr, the latest serpentine dancer, who is under, 
we believe, a three years’ contract with a Parisian theatrical 
manager, made a successful début in London last week. She ap- 
peared at both the Shaftesbury and Gaiety Theatres, and_ the 
gencral impression seemed to be that she had quite captured the 
cake. A penny currant cake .as therefore been forwarded to 
Loie by A. SLOPER, Pa 

. 


THE Daily Chronicle says that, on account of the excessive 
heat, two large City firms have given permission to their employées 
to diseard the formal frock-coat and silk hat in favour of boating 
flannels and other light attire. 1f the weather still continues to 
grow hotter, we shall have people coming down to the City in 
bathing costumes. Who'll have a cooler? 

zs? 
-* 

A. SLOPER being out of town,and rather indisposed, McGooseley 
has been deputed to flick upa music-hall this week. His choice 
has fallen upon the Met- 
ropolitan. And not a bad 
one, either. The Metro- 
politan, although not as 
fashionable as some of its 
West-end rivals, is quite as 
populas, and crowded 
souses, even during the hot 
summer months, are by no 
means theexception. Henri 
Clarke is a right good ca- 
terer, and well deserves the 
success he has won both as 
a comedian and a manager. 
Some of Henri’s stall, too, 
are adepts at the art of 
entertaining, as was shown 
by Mac’s condition when 
leaving the Metropolitan, 


2 

ALLY'’s old) pal, Paul 
Meritt, should stand a bit 
higherin his boots, Araélty, 
a four-nct original drama, 
from the joint pens of him- 
self and Sir Augustus 
Harris, was produced the 
other week at the Tyne 
Theatre, Newenstle, and 
fairly took the town by 
storm. The local critics are 
unanimous in saving that it’s the best thing seen there for years, 
and it is to be sincerely hoped that F'rad/ty will soon be seen upon 
the London boards. Paul. old chap. the Ancient’s proud of you, 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTSs. 
A CALENDAR FoR TUR Wrex ENDING 29Tu SULy, 1893, 
ase 

23rd July, 1891.—A newspaper of this date says that a servo: 
girl who had lost her situation cliinbed on Monday night over t 
railings of the Zool i) Gardens at Frank fort-on- Main, undress 
herself. and tet herself down by a rope which she had) browsi+ 
with her into the bear-pit, The Polar bear awoke. sprang at he; 
seized her by the head. and lifted her up. The girl in her agus: 
ned out, and the keepers hurried upand tried to drive o1 t),. 
bear with poles, The girl! bezged them to shoot the animal: b:: 
the kecpers couldnot make up their minds to this, fearing to sho: : 
the girl, and hoping to get her out alive. In the meanwhile U.. 
bear tore the flesh from his victim's face and breast. The keep 
at Inst sucereded in driving the bea-t away from the mutilan 
body, which was then hauled up. The girl ou a former occas: ‘i 
told one of the keepers thot sie would throw herself into the lion « 
cage; but her remark was taken for a joke, 


ae pee a 

24th July, 1SO03.—Alexandre Dumas, French novelist, ... 
born this day. ile was once invited to dinner with a marquis 
together with a Monsicur de X.. with whom he was not on ver: 
aniable terms. When Monsieur de X, heard that Dumas was ¢, 
join the party, he declared that he would only accept the invitativ:, 
on the express understanding that the famous author, renown 
for his biting wit, should pledze himself to speak not more thy) 
once during the dinner, Among the numerous viands presented t., 
the guests there was a dish of meat patties, an article of diet whic), 
M. de X. was particularly fond of, and to which on this oceasic; 
he did ample justice. When the dish passed round for the las: 
time, M. de X., whose appetite was on the wane, remarked to h). 
neighbour: “No more, thank you! I have destroyed as many v1 
these little delicacies as Samson slew of the Philistines!” “And 
with the same weapon,” drily added Dumas, who now opened |i. 
lips for the first time. The loud laughter that ensued was tov 
much for M. de X.; who at once beat a hasty retreat. 


a ee ee ee 

25th July, 1827.—Hone, under this date, tells of an old lady 
who was subject tojspectral illusions. One of these was an absent 
daughter whom she expected on a visit but who had not arrived 
when she leftsher bed-chamber to go to a lower part of the hous, 
She was surprised on meeting her on the stairs, for she had not 
heard the street door opened. She expressed her surprise, the 
daughter smiled and stood aside to let her mother pass, wiv. 
naturally, as she descended, reached out her hand to rest it on her 
daughter's arm as assistance to her step; but her daughter was 
not there, but at her own home, and the old lady fell to the 
bottom of the stairs. 


26th July, 1820.—This day the chain bridge over the River 
Tweed was tirst opened. 


27th July 18€8.—A young man this day was charged with 
stealing a Bell-bird. worth £10, the property of Mr. Phillip Lucas 
Slater, the secretary of the Zoological Society. Henry Preston, 
keeper in the parrot-house at the gardens, said he heard a great 
noixe amongst the birds about two o'clock, and on going into the 
house he saw the prisoner hurrying away from the cage where the 
Bell-bird was, Jettcoat, the keeper of the elephant-house, had just 
previously seen the accused enter the gentlemen’s lavatory, and 
Frohne org afterwards leave. Jeffcoat searched the place, and 
found the bird dead in a pocket-handkerchief. The bird was « 
native of Brazil, and was the only specimen in this country. 


28th July, 1886.—A newspaper of this date, says: 
Earl of Tankerville had an experience the other day while: 
in the River Till, using worms as bait on the favourite § t 
tackle; which shows that sometimes after a drought the trout can 
be ravenous indeed. He hooked a fish, and the gut breaking, 
in another tackle: hooked a fish again, and broke, and aga: 
renewed the tackle. A third time he hooked, and this tin 
landed ; when to his astonishment he found the three tackles «: 
nine hooks in all, in the mouth of the same tish.” 


28th July, 1879.—Catherine Webster was this day executed 
at the Surrey County Gaol, nt Wandsworth, for the murder of her 
mmistress, Mrs.Thomas, at Richmond. She boiled the body in the 
copper and threw it over Richmond Bridge, at the tirst recess ou 
the left from the Middlesex side. 


THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
HF teaches every DBritizh lad 
To deem a coward’s act a crime, 
Yet urges he his boys, ezad ! 
To fight with less ‘wns all the time. 


No youngsters in hia flock have e’er 
The life-blood of a brother ta’en : 

Yet he, remorseless, bids them bear 
Full oft the punishment of Cane. 


When coldly groans the world beneath 
The touch of winter, stern and grim, 
And others grind their chattering teeth, 
The summer still remains with him. 


His neck’s circunif'rence day by day 
Undoubtedly the same remains, 

And set his (s)co/lars, strange to say, 
Of various sizes he obtains. 


At other times throughout the year 
To traéa his childven hard he strives: 
But. when the dread exam, draws near, 
The cvaching system he revives. 
Hard-worked assuredly he is not : 
When at his desk you sce him stand, 
Though but a brace of hands he’s got, 
He's got brown kids on every hand! 


a 


HE TRIED TO BE FUNNY. 


He was describing, in pathetic terms, the departure of the 
emigrants from Liverpool to New York. The poor Russian Jew. 
the Pole, the Teuton—with his everlasting pipe and cap and sti! 
bedding. Then he spoke of the poor servant girl, whose rou!’ 
made box was the whole of her possession, “Seated on her litte 
all,” he said, “the tears tlowed from her eyes.” And then Mac 
waded in with, “Well, if she sat on an awl, however small it 2. 
the tears would flow from hereyes. If she was obliged to carry the 
bally thing about with her, why didn’t she stick a cork iu the 
business end for safety?” 

—— 


THE “SAME” OLD GAME! 


“THUS do! return your letters!" and she flung them at hi- f wt 
She had broken Cupid's fetters—she, so cruel, and yet ae sweet” 

Then he stooped and, from the carpet, where the bundle she 
hurled, he upgathered reams of all the darndest rubbish 1! u i 
world. For all lovers du write rubbish—senseless, idiotic T" 
just as silly asa poor old hen who wants to lay and can't. 

And Maude parted wich him gaily—not a ghost of a regret. 

“She has made aimash,” he muttered, * Yes.” And echo * 
“You bet!” 

No, he didn't want “1 sister.” 
world of toil and trouble, he'd got secon—at Mile End. : 
given back his letters and the interview was o'er, and with quer! 
condescension she'd dismissed himat the door. Yes, shed t'- 
him back his letters, and he knew his bitter fate, and yet somet! 
kept him waiting—something made him hesitate. i 

“ Mande.” he said, “Five got my detiers. but—one little © 
thing—if ye're going to chick me over, gimme back my v 
ring! ‘ 


If he nesded such a friend in " F 
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Saturday, July 22, 1893.] 
FAIR WEEDERS! 


‘A contemporary states that in Russia separate compartments in railway trains 
i are eet aside for lwlies to smoke in.) 


GIRLS are going 
ahead, 

Of course you have 
read, 

As they now do what 
once was not 
“tonly ;" 

For they smoke like 
a male 

When they travel by 
rail, 

in smoking carriages 
for Indies only ! 

They whi the sweet 
weed, 
And inhale it indeed 

As if its fumes were 
somewhat ozonely ; 

And in comfortable 
way, 
They'll travel all day 

In smoking carriag 
for ladies only ! 


‘Tis no use to flout, 
For the cause without doubt 
Is, that ladies while trav'ling feel lonely, 
So where e’er they go 
They must have, you know, 
Smoking carriages for ladies only ! 
eccariemesas “eae °° 


PUT TO hace TEST. 
read minute of severance had arrived. — ; ; 

aah agony of parting and the latest thing in Garibaldies, 

the fair young thing c aus fondly to her Jover with the sweet trust- 
simplicity of seven and twenty. ; 

mC And mie you really leave me, Archibald,” she pleaded ; “quit 
the side of one who loves and cherishes you, to endure again the 
cold, hard neglect of an unsympathetic world? ; 

The strong man appeared to struggle with his emotion. “ I must, 
dith, | must,” he said firmly, at Inst ; “the list "bus goes by the 
corner in ten minutes, and my landlady wouldn't keep my supper 
hot if 1 missed it.” ane 

The fair girl's face clouded. The brutal materialism of her lover 
had sunk deep into ker sensitive mind. 

“ Archibald,” she said, somewhat faintly, “are—are you sure you 
love me!” 

Archibald glanced rapidly at his watch, and was apparently re- 
assured, 

Love you.” he answered, stoutly—“love you. Edith?) I-L 
would die for you!” nr 

~Ah! LT knewit,” she returned, 
with rapture, “ Archibald, for- 
vive me if there are moments 
when I doubt you; times when | 
feel that Laan not yourall in all. 
Darling, you know not the blis= 
it gives me to hear you assert 
your fealty, to feel that you 
would) face anything for my 
siuke!" 

Archibald made another fur- 
tive inspection of his Water- 
bury, and assured of yet another 
three minutes, burst into a pas- 
sionate flood of eloquence. 

“Face anything for you, 
Edith,” he exclaimed; “face 
anything for you! My darlins, 
you cannot, cannot be aware ot 
my devotion, my mad, wild, 
reckless adoration. For you, 
Edith, I would confront) the 
dread Angel ef Destruction in 
his most terrible form; proudly, 
gladly would LE face death at the cannon’s mouth, or the sword's 
sharp point, for your sweet sake ; unquestioning IT would march 
into the jaws of extermination at a word from your ripe lips. Oh! 
that kind fortune would aiford mea chance to sacrifice myself, if 
need be, in your cause ; that L might snatch you from the scorching 
thames of some burning house, plunge to your rescue in the boiling 
billows of the deep, dart to your ad through a hail of shot or the 
Hashing weapons of an enemy athirst for blood. Darling, I—" 

But at this moment the rattle of a chain, and a sharp canine 
grow], proclaimed the fact that a brutal impatient old gentleman, 
anxious to lock up for the night, had loosed the bull terrier for the 
perpore of cutting short the interview, and with a wild yell of 
1orror, ayell heard everywhere within a mile radius, Edith’s in- 
trepid admirer slammed the gate and fled at twelve miles the hour 
lees to just miss that last ‘bus home to supper. It is a hollow 
worla, 


—_——_—_>————_ 


ANOTHER ENGAGEMENT. 
Brown, See that poor fellow?) Lost an arm in that engagement 
where the general made a blunder. You remember? 
Robinson, Yes, poor fellow! but, after all, he is not so badly off 
as the general, for, if what is said is true, le must have lost his head. 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.”" 
No. 108.—LAVINIA DE VINIATIL. 
It was Her Gracious Majesty 
Who spake to her advisers : 
“My people wander to and fro 
With faltering steps and heads 
hung low, eho 
As if submerged in deepest 
I pray you tell me why, sirs! 
Say what glum gloom has 
settled down {town!” 
Like funeral pall on London 


It was Her Gracious Majesty 
Who got the following answer: 
“Miss Viniath of the ‘Friv.’ 
has ta’en (Spain— 
A seven wecks’ trip to Sunny 
The Queen of song in your 
domain, 
The most delightful dancer! 
And countless hearts with gricf 
will burst 
Ere she returns on August 
First!” 
yo” twas Her Gracious Majesty 
Who spake to her advisers : 
“Then, my people's he 
shoul reak [ta Su 
Strong measures [ must really 
My George shall marry for their 


Upon the sixth July. sirs ! 
3 For mis nubevent. Via sure, 
Will cheer the hearts of ric ul poor, 
And banish all their grief and pain 
Till lovely Viniath comes from Spain!” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—_~—- 


23 GRANVILLE Squares, July 5th, 1893. 
MAGNANIMOUS AWARDER or HonoUns,—Littie have I thought, 
when rummaging among the remains of good old humorists of past 
generations, that recognition and fame were awaiting my efforts at 
the hands of the universally acknowledged humorist of the ty 
Always a Sloperite "in spirit—* Special Scotch for choice—and 
no objection to taking a quantity '—the advent of Thursday, which 
brings the jovial * HALY-HOLIDAY.” is ever looked forward to asa 
welcome burst of “sweetness and light” on an otherwise grubby 
career, Surrounded with the portraits and relics of defunct 
pictorial wags, the gallery. is made complete by your noble fore- 
thouzht in presenting me with the greatly desired and accurately 
veracious eltigy (at various epochs) of ‘the great and immortal 
ALLY SLoper. For many years, with varying success, | have been 
struggling to compile illustrated biographies of illustrious graphic 
humorists, and now Tam encouraged to “bring the series up to 
date” by “attempting the life” of the only Eminent One! In 
furtherance of this vaulting ambition, 1 am reverentially qualify- 
ing myself by daily contemplation, amidst the struggles of an 
admiring crowd, of the family relics of the House of Sloper, as dis- 
played in that far-famed Shoe Lane collection, known as “The 
Sloperies.” For purposes of artistic investigation, 1 should covet 
a “private view’ ticket, or perhaps the Eminent, in his all-flowing 
sympathy with art and literature might ordain “Students’ Dass” 
for probationers, or professional matinécs, when the true Sloperian 
spirit might be congenially imbibed. Of all the humorous art 1 
have collected, L feel sure that, as regards the admiration of suc- 
ceeding ages, the “S!oper Award” and beautitied Diploma. will 
take the honours. The figures of SLOPER and fame must go down 
the stream of time linked together like Siamese Twins, Favoured 
indeed are the “Sloperites”; as an unworthy disciple, with un. 
tlagging devotion for the Family (and the bottle), [ have the proud 
distinction to inscribe my name, with the new royal birthday 
honours, ever gratefully yours, JUSEPIL GREGO, FOS, 

ee 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 


No. 175.—IIb LamENTs OVER THE LIFELESS Bopy oF 
Mrs. SLoPer. 

THOUGH my happiness has vanished, 
Though my pleasure days are o'er, 

Though the joys of life are banished 
From my life for evermore, 

Though my heart with sobs is shaken, 
Yet I'll dry each frenzied tear 

To retlect that she's been taken 
To a purer, fairer sphere, 

Yes, her soul, with grief oft laden, 
Toa happier land has fled : 

She's at rest in distant Aidenn— 
She is dead! she is dead! 


To vrolong my bitter sorrow 
Would be madness—would be vain; 
Let me think upon the morrow 
When Tl mect my love again, 
Let me—though Heaven knows | never 
Shall succeed in doing so— 
Let me make a strong endeavour 
To abandon all my woe. 
Let my face no longer wan go, 
Let no further tear be shed, 
Let me dance a spry fandango— 
Sie is dead! she is dead! 


Oh! the blow is passing cruel, 
tnt to fret were deadly sin; 

I will havea pint of gruel, 
With a slight alloy of gin; 

I will try and not be tearful 
As we go to bury she; 

I will draw in manner cheerful 
Her insurance £ a. d. 

It’s my duty to forzet her, 
So another wife Pll wed. 

Who, I hope, will treat me better-- 
she is dead ! she is dead ! 


Great Jerusha! Snakes! Perdition! 
What's the matter?) What's the row! 

What unsightly apparition 
Are mine eyes beholding now ? 

Oh, a woesome sight, and horrid ! 
Oh, a gruesome sight, and grim! 

There's a twiteling of the forehead, 
There's the movement of a limb! 

Oh. a plague on all mischane 
That to baMe death contrive! 

Oh, confound these tricky trances !— 
She's alive! she's alive! 


8 


Ready Shortly. One Halfpenny. 


QUIPS. 


A Story Paper for all Ages, Sexes and Sizes. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL, 
99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.c. 


THE LANDOWNER'S MILLENNIUM. 

{A working man of Kent was recently charged with stewing a hare, The 
rural om strates were wholly unable to convict him, but ordered him to pay 
complainant five slillings,—/*ress. | 

PERADVENTURE our land by-and-by will be free 
From the harsh and iniquitous Game Laws, 
For the reason, vou see, that no longer there'll be 
Any work to be done by those same laws. 
And the landowner loudly with langhter will roar, 
And his joy than deep seas will be deeper, 
When he finds that uo move there exists, as of yore, 
Any need for his keeping a keeper! 
This remarkable change we sre led to predict 
By the fact that some mavristrates lately 
Sonzht 2 man to convict, who was said to have * nicked” 
From its owner a hare. But sedately 
Ife proved that the hare had ne’er ente red his fist ; 
Whereupon the good benchers did holler : 
“The charge is dismissed, but we firmly in: 
On your paying complainant one dollar! 


Now, if beaks will but 2ne this example sublime, 
And keop * going one better,” moreove 

Then in mighty rt time, in this free f 
We'll have landowners living in clover. 

For. when robbed, ‘gainst some innocent wretch they can lay 
Their complaint; and to him, with deep feeling, 

The kind benchers will say: “Gentle sir, you must pay 
For the game you're Wot Guilty of stealing 1” 


sh clime, 


oe 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

ba is the letter S like much repetition ?—Beeause it makes tale 
gtale, 

A “Gong” Conecrn: The business of an auctioneer. 

THE Mind's 1: The second letter of it. 

LicYCuIsts should never indulge ina stoop of wine. They get 
quite enough “stoop” without thar. 

A Foor that aever says Foolirh Things: Gooseberry Fool. 


231 


ZEPHANIAH P. SUGG. 
(A RoMANSCE or Satt LAKE CITY.) 
see 
CHAPTER VIII. 

ZEPHANIAH P. Suaa's wife hod arrived.and Z. P. Sugg was con. 
vinced that it was a duty he owed to the preservation of his health 
to get out of San - 
Francisco at once, : 

But where would 
he go?) His money 
was almost down 
to zero, Credit he 
had none; yet go 
at once he felt he 
must. Silently he 
stule down to the 
harbour as a place 
where he felt he 
might think in 
safety, free from the 
risk of meeting his 
wife, 

As he seated him- 
self on a plank, he 
sorrowfully con. 
sidered his unfor- 
tunate position. If 
he was defenceless 
and in’ difiiculties 
in Salt Lake City 
when opposed to 
the criticism and 
correction of Mrs. 
Suge, he was in- 
finitely more so in 
San Francisco. 
There Mrs. Sugg 
was recognised by 
the law in all her 
ramifications as one. Here she was separated into seventeen 
separate entireties, each of whom might impeach him as a bigamist 
and land him ina felon's cell. As he pondered over his dificulty, 
the more gloomy the prospect became, He conjured up in hits 
mind's eye the yells of an excited populace as he was led to prison, 
charged with being seventeen times a bigamist, and shuddered ; 
in the dim future, he fancied he could see the secne when Mrs, 
Sugg first met him; he pictured the seventeen gesticulating 
females; he imagined the clack of the reventeen tongues, all 
going as hard as they could at one and the same time ; the wrench 
of seventeen hands in his hair, and bowed his head, overcome 
by the thought. 

It wasawful! Could nothing he done? 

Sudderly, a loud, cheery voice broke the stillness. 

“Say, mister, ve look 
down on ver luck.” said 
a burly, jollylooking man 
who was on board a 
steamer near where he 
was seated. “Come on 
board and shift a drink.” 

Zeph. P. Sugg felt that 
nothing on earth would 
wholly remove his woe, 
but concluded that a 
drink might mitigate it 
to sone extent, He step- 
ped on board, and — his 
new friend preceded hit 
to the cabin companion., 

> down which he went, fol- 
lowed by the disconselate 
Sugg. 

* Take that,” ssid Cap- 
tain Baldwin, as he hand- 
ed Sugg a tumbler half 
filled with rum, * Take 
that, and then tell us 
why ye're hangin’ out 
signals of distress.” 

Sugg took a drink, and 


Considering: 


SS as the generous liquor 
ae burned its way down his 
oe as throat, it warmed — his 
éy heart towards his bene- 

t factor, and he resolved to 


coutide his woes to him. 
“Pm omarried,” said 
Sugg. ina low tone,as he looked at Captain Baldwin and sighed 


A burly skipper. 


ry 
“What say?" queried the skipper. 

“I'm married,” repeated Sugg. 

“Married, are you? Well, that ain't much to worry about, 
is it, stranger?” said the captain. “Im that way myself, you 
know.” 

“But I've been married seventeen times!” said Sugg, with a 
deep groan, 

“Well, that’s pretty numerous,” said Captain Baldwin, “but it 
ain'ta record, Lve been marriccé twenty-three times myself, but 
Captain Blinktop tops mea bit. J/c'* been married twenty-seven 
times. 1 know another man who has thirty-seven wives, but I 
consider that rather overdoing the thing; the line should be 
drawn somewhere.” 

“Do your wives 
live together?” 
said Suzy, as he 
gazed with admire 
tion on Captain 
Baldwin. 

“ Live together!” 
yelled Captain Bald- 
win, “Live to- 
gether! Whew! 
there would be a 
fine how-d'ye-do, 
Nary a bit! Why, 
there's five hundred 
miles between the 
nearest pair on ‘em. 
Live together! My 
eye! how the fur 
would fly.” 

“But mineall live 
together!” said 
Zeph. P. Sugg. 

“What! An’ all 
know th ; 
ried to you?" 

Zeph. PP. Sugg . 
nodded. 

“By Jove! no 
wonder youare sad.” 

“And T have run 
away from them, 
and they are after 
me, and are all in 
thiscity. They have just arrived, bag and bagsgigy, by the train.” 

* Allof them?” 

“Yes, all of them!” 

*Jehosophat! it’s a crisis.” 

“Itis. Save me! 

CTo be continned neat week.) 


A tumtd oy of wna. 
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THE “F.O.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. HER BET. 


SO 
THE HOT WEATHER. 
How to spend an eujoyable duy. 


No. 317.—Mr. HENRY CHANCE NEWTON, F.O.S. : ff 
“If Henry had been trotted out some few gencrations hack, he = 4 aly ‘i 
bee: venius, & Mabel, Why do you want me to meet Mr. Dash ? 
ciel garetts Porea by Ne haineheomar Le! om Dorothy, Vecause he has a habit of kissing every girl he mects. I have a bet on you. He. Oh-ho! so they've made a “fairy” of you this 


bet that he could kiss me? time! Well, it must have been a task ! 
that he wouldn't. She, It was never any task to make a “fool” of you! 


E OF SECURING PROFESSIONAL AID. 


Mabel, D 
Dorothy, Noy 


fortunately for himself he first saw the light of day when 
yenius was looked upon as a very ordinary sort of possession, 
Still, there on be ne denying that from a cleres child H.C. N. 
lias grown into a brilliant man, At ink slinging he stands un- 

rivalled, and his verse-producing propensities have been known TH E ADVANTAG 
to make even Swinburne’s hair curl with envy. Our hero is ? ad 

perhaps best known as the latter half of a sort of Simian twin 
arrangement. Richard Henry is a name, or rather are names, 
with which most Londoners are familiar, and although he is 
the latter half, Henry is by no means the least light. The 
vallant Newton can drink as well as he can write, and although 
not brought up to the bar, can often be seen hovering near it. 
He possesses an excellent appetite and a good wife, and is liked 
and respected by all with whom he comes in contact ; has 
been taken under SLOVEK’s wing for upwards of five years, and 
suffered accordingly. | Chiefly because he is a first-class 
journalist, H. Chance Newton was created F.O.S., and the 
*Awardof Merit’ presented to him January 3uth, 1892." —Debrett 
dmpreved, 


DECLINED WITH THANKS. 
Dedicated to all tiresome would-be contributors, 


(1) Spoonbate and Ledger devote their brief samme: holiday this year to a great take an! dig in my muck ‘cap, at a shillin’ a hour, for worms, Har! yer warnts 
good strong stummick to take kind to that job. There's some rum stulf there, av’ | 


fish slaughtering expedition, “First thing to be done, old chap,” says Spoonbate, 
“is to procure the wivice aml assistance of a thoroughly practical im at the sport.” 
Bills 3, for a consideration, accepts the post of “ gnide, philosopher and friend,” 
to the aspiring anglers, “ Wot you warnt to kimmence with for this ‘ere job's a nice 
little four gallon of hold hale, for the ‘practical man,’ yer know. It 'ou't do for 
them as is a-tishin’ to ‘ave none ——(2) “Then yer takes and ‘baits hun’ with five 
*undred sacks of mouldy ‘og-meal, wot a friend of mine can oblige yer with very 
reasonable, till yer yits the water a’tnost like a paste.” ——(3) “Then yer warnts to 


GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. NOT HER 


SCIENCE JOTTINGS. 

Whilst making studies for his new work on flies, Professor 
Bungle declares he felt the shock. of earthquake, which threw 
him into a pond with great-violence, His next work will be 
Earthquakes ; Their Lffects on the Human Frame.” 


\ 
t eo 
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LL-TZZE d 
“€ (1 j \ / Bob, Don't stumble, Kate. Kate. Pehaw, Ishan't , re 
Sar z stumble. ob. But you did so yesterday. Kate. Curious rocky formation off the coast af ae ee 
CRICKET NOTES. — No. 3. A lez hit. No. 71.— Lucretia. Yes, I had someone besides a brother behind me then. SLUPER says it is very like him in that it is“eton 
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1¢ Proprictor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at “The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, Flect Street, E.C.—Saturday, July 22, 1893, 
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